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SOME NEW BOOKS.

dames Whitcomb Riley,

What constitutes a nnilonal poot? If the
answor s, to ba read and appreciated by per-
pons reprensnting all the classos of a com-
munity without distinction of education or
social sympathlies, then (tis evident that Jases
Wiurcoss RiLky comes nearar than nny other
Ameriean maker of verso to meoting the dofl-
nitlon. The breadth of his popularity 18 proved
by the fuot that. nithough his Intest colloction
ot poams, entitled Green Mields aad Running
Hyrooka, has Loon brought out within thoe year,
whith is but two montha old. tens of thou-
sands of copies of 1t have alrendy beon de-
manded. Fo has published In all seven vols
nmea of compositions In pross and verse,
malnly verse, and almost all of these have run
througha number of oditions, to which there
fs no parailel in the cass of any Amearican
poet excopt Longfallow. Perhaps no ono ex-
eopt nublishers, tauight by experionce low
bhard It 1sto soll poetry, Ia fully alive to the
wxtraordinary suaccoss of Mr. IKiley from
& commercial point of view, Hegarded
merely [rom this viewpoint, tha achievemant
would prove that the ruthor lias known how
to rouse the great prlinary emotlons and touch
the universal heart. 'This wonld have been
impossible hnd he eonfllned hiwsell to the
motrical studies In tho ilcovsler dinloct hy
which he was first madoe known, His audi-
ence In that avent must noods have beosn sea-
tlonal, just ns It was oniy in Now England, or
among people of New England bicth that
Lowell's Biglow I'apera were fully compre-
hendeod and thoroughly relished. There could
be no greater mistako than to nssumo that the
largest part or thu best part of Mr. Uiler's
work has beon done In dinloet.  1f such an Im-
presalon has hitherto olitainad ln any quarter
1t should by this timo be dispelied. So far is
the impression from being founded upon facts
that of the numerous acluctlons by which we
purpaso to lllustrate his admirable and varl-
ous skill in songeraft. all. with ono exception,
will be made from versea written In what, for
lack of a bettor torm, may be described as
normal Eoglish.

The firat thing that sirlkes the reader of
James Whitcomb Riley is his originality.
Here, evidently, Is o man who woull huve
folt tha Impulse to speak tuuefully and to
touch the springs of humor and of pathos had
he lived before the lnvontion of alphabets. In
the absence ol books, tho lessons to be drawn
from nature and from human Hfa would hinve
sufllead. With his own hand has been gar-
pered his knowludge of the outer and of the
foner world. He has scen with hils own eyes,
listened with his own ears, known Iln his own
heart the sorrows and joys that he depicted.
His landgcapes aro trapseripts of his notive
woods and flelds; all the fowers, the treos,
the buds, the manifold forms of animal
life. and all the relations of man to
outward neture which we encountar in
his pages are such as he has actually
sesn: they nara not transforred Irom
books to an alien nod incongruous environ-
ment. His first-hand directness. his fresh-
ness, simplicity. slacerity, have beon quickly
and deaply Iolt by multitudes unable todis-
tinguish what It was that appealed to them
and charmed them. This fundamental qualis
floation for song writing would have bLeon his,
had he nevar derived anything from books or
read a line of poetry other than his own. Wea
bave sald that, had all his evmpositions been
put forth through the medium of the Hoosler
dialect, they would have had only asectional
audience: but even g0, it would have been
an audience Iarger than was reached in
bin lifetime by lobert Burns. It {s, indead, of
Burns that ono naturally thinks when one
eonslders the exact and vivid delineation of
rural seenes and humble lives, ths humor, the
teanderness, the graco, the melody of Mr.
Rley's dinlect poetry.

It is clear in this case. howeover, that the
poet was not only bLora. but muade. The Im-
pulse to sing was native, but ho has learned
from elder singers how to string and strike
the lyre, Scattersd up and down thase vol-
umes are Innumerable proofs of the thorough-
ness with which the author bas studied the
mastars ol imaginative writing both in prose
and vorse. It would b easy to polnt out those
over whom he soems to have pondered
longest. and whose methods, processes,
and points of view he has sirlven most
earnestly to penetrate and to assimilnte.
Tney are Cervantos, lzank Walton, and Charles
Dickens. Bhakespoare and Horrick, Durns,
Kents, Longflellow. nnd Moosre. Far from mak-
Ing any secrat of his studies, he has inascribed
some of liis most notable poems to his teach-
ers, and has even put forward avowed lmita-
tions ol them whieh are striking fours de foree,
Thus in a prose sketeh callod A Remarkable
Mun.” we flad the [ollowing passage. which
purports to be an unpublished [ragment of
Don Quixote:

" By this timo they had come upon the fig-
are of the old hag reated by thie roadalde,
and, In a harsh, erackod volee, crooning o dis-
mal ballad, "By God'aroo!,' quoth the kuight,
in a burst of admlration, *disd 1 not tell thee,
*twas somo falr princess, docoyed [rom her
father's castle and thus transformed through
the deapleable arts of sume wicked snchanter:
for thou hast but to perk an ear to have the
senso of hearing bathed and overflowed with
melody, Dost thou not also note rare grace
and sweetost dignity volced, as It were, [rom
the very tatters that enelothe her form?*
*Indeed thou mavest,’ snid the aquire, "for [
have heard It sald, " ragsa may enfold the pur-
est gold" Yet Iu this lostance I am re-
strained to think it more !!ke the hidalgo's
dinner, " very littlo mont und u good denl of
tablecloth.” ' *Hold thy peace. biadderhond,'
exclalmed the knight, * lest I make thee gnaw
thy words with loosensd testh. Listen what
Mauid syllables are spllled upon the atmos-
phere:

“My father'n halls, so v ol and rare,
Are desolnte anil bleak and bare;
My fathier's Loart and Lsls Are uns,
Bince I, thels lifo and lght, aw gone.

=0, vallant knlght. wiith hand of stosl
And heart of gald, hesr my

And bear we (o my fatber's atas"’

“The knight had Ly this time thrown him-
spolf from his stecd, und with lanes revorsed
snd vizor doffed he sank upon his knees in the
slime and ocze of the drke, exclaiming: *Pe
of good heart, falr princess! Thy succor (8 at
band, since the [ates have woven thes—the
pearl of pearis—intu the warp and wool of my
great destiny, Noy, nay! No thanks! Thy
father's beaming eyealgay shall ba my guer-
don, for home thou sflit go, even though I
must needs truckle theethither on a barrow.'"

In thesame paper we como upon thls fellel.
tous attempt to reproduee the style of Bhake-
speare lo his comediea:

Tolssaf—1 call him dog, forsooth, berause bie snaris—
Paarls, d'ye hear *—and |aves bis rabld fangs

Im slobbee-froth that deips in slicy gouts

Of venomous slander. Out upon the car!

He sota Lis MADEY LoOT upon Lthe nod,

And grass grows rank and withars at the toush,
And Langles luto wiry thatel for snakes

Tospawn beneath The very air Le breathes
Becomes & polacn gas, and genoraies

Disesss nnd pestilencs. Wonld he were hers,

That | might whoet my sword against his riba,
Although bls rotien, putnd seul unbopsed

Would tresd & stench worss than wy barber's broath.
Thedog! Tue damnabie—

Pigiod—Hist | Hers bo comes !

God's bedy | Master, has bie overbieard t

s cock-crow wilh toy ghost !

(lnier Foing--How pow, wy Jack—

Prince aes of Jagks, methought | heard thee bray.
Falwaf—Aye, well aud marry ! for this varles hore
Dessrves more brays than praise, the scurvy dog!
Good lack | Thou mightst bave heard me call bim deg |
A pobbie’s tons from this; bul now Lhou art come,
My dagger polats of wrath do well away

Befors thy genial smile, ap lcicles

Might oone to mothiagness &l summer noon.

That etber fask. you dog ! and Lave = care

Tuouw hamdle I8 more gently shas the O

beant I, as bhou didst b5 Ay noddie bursl

once the aplrit, the phrasing, and the melodr
of Moors:
The karp of the minstrel has never a tons
An pad as the song |0 his bosom to-night,
For the magioal toneh of hls Angers slons
Cannot waken the schions 1hal breathe (8 arlght;
Betoh! Asthe amile of the moon may impan
A anrrow to ane in an allen clime,
Lat the light of the melody fall on ths heart
And cadencs bls griet foto musleal rhyma

The facen have faded, the ayes have grown dim
That onos wars his passionats love and bis prideg
And alan! all the amilen that ones blassomed for him.
Unve fallen away as the flowers have disd.
The hands that sutwined him the Iaurete's wreath,
And erowned him with fame |n the long, long Age,
Like the Intirels are withersd and folded beneath
The yrass and the stubble—ths froet and the snaw.

Then aigh, I thon wilt, as the whispsring sirings
Hitrive aver in valn for the ultarahce clear;

And think of the sorrowlul spint that sings,
Aud jewel the song with the gem of the tenr.

For the hnrp of the minstrel ljas naver a tone
Anuad ne the song in his bosoin to-night,

And the magleal toueh of his Angers alons
Cannot waken the erbioes that breathe (t aright

L1 8

An aunthor not abanlutely sura of his own
rommand of melody might huve hesitated to
publish so singularly clever an Imltation of
Mbdore. Dut Mr. Riley can give his vorae, when
he chooses. a singatile quality that Is distinet-
ively theirown. Witnass tho followlng:

O, 1t was ot & deeam 1 had
While the mastcian played =

And liero the aky, anid here the glad
0ld oeean kineed the glads—

And hera the Inughing ripples ran,
And here the roses grew

That thraw a Liss ta avery man
That voyaged with tha erew,

Our silken ealls inlnxy folds
Droopad in the breathiess bresse;
Ano'er a tleld of marigolls
ur eyes awam o'er the neas)
Wiiile hers the eadies liaped and purlsd
Around the island's rim,
And up from oot the underworid
Wenaw the mermen awim,

And it was dawn and middis day
And midoighit—lor the moon

On siiver rounds across the bay
Had climbed the skies of Jone—

And Leres the glowing, glorious King
OF Ay raled u'er his realin,

With stars of midnight glittering
Abont bis dladem.

The aragull recled on languld wing
In elzclen round the mast,

We Lonrd tho songs the sirans sing
An we went sailing pas

And up anid downo ths golden sands
A thousanid falry throngs

Flisug ut us from their dsshing hands
The schees of their sougs.

1, it was bok & dream I bad
While the musician played —

Yar hers tha aky, and hers the giad
(1l wcest kiseel the glade;

And trere the laugning ripples ran,
At ere the rosas grew

That threw a kiss (o eYery man
That voyageid with tha ¢raw,

Toreturnto Mr. Rlley's teachers, or rather to
thosa elder poets whom he lots us sea that he
likea bLost, and who, therelore. may be pre-
sumed to have exerclsed most influenes upon
him. The following exhibits asurprising con.
formity to the vocabulary, the spirit and the
moteieal form of Herrfek:

Dear Lord, 1o Theo my knes 18 bent,

Give mo content

Foll-pleasured with what comea te me,

Whate'er Ii be;

An homble roof—a frogal board,

And simple board;

The wintry fagot piled beside

The chlmney wide,

While the enwreathing Sames up-sprout

And twine about

The beazen dogs that goard my hearth

And honssholl worthi

Tinge with the ember's rnddy glow

The rafters lowy

And let the sparks gaap with delighs,

As fingera might

That mark deft messures of soms tune

The children croon:

Then, with good friends, the rarest faw

Thoa holdeat troe,

Hangod round about the blage, toshare

My comlort thers,

ive 1 to eialm the service moal

That makes each seat

A place of hooor, and each guest

Loved ma the rest

Bome verses Inscribed to Keats bear witness

to s cnreful and frultful study of the sources
of the sensuous besuty of *'Endymion* and
“8t. Agnes’s Eve."”

Wouid that my lips might pear oul in thy pralss

A fitting melody—an alr sublime,

Asung stup-washed and drajad (n dreamy haze—
The fioss and velvat of luxurious rayme;

Alay wrought of warm langoors and o’er-brimmed
With balminess and fragrance of wild fowers,
Buch as the droning bes ne'sr wearies of—

Bueh thonghts us might be hymned

To thee from this midsummer land of oura
Thruugh siower and supshine Llent for every love,

1L
lience (o daep woody alsles where through
hs go loitering, and whers the trll
OF best-ramenibared birds bath something aew
To radence for tie hearing=lingering still
Turowgli &l the open day that en beyond;
Heavlies of pasture lands, vine-wreatben uake,
Majeatic still in pathos of decay)
The road—the waysido pond
Wherein the dragoatly an instani sonke
s Mimy wing tips ere he Olts away.

Dee,

1,
Atid 1 wanld plack from oot the dank, rich mould,
Thick-ahisded frem the sun of poon, the long
Lithe stalks of Larley, topped with ruddy gold,
ARa bra(d then in the weshes of my sony;
And with them I would tangle wheat and rye,
And wisps of greenest grass the katydid
Ere orept beneath the biades of, sulkily,
An Barvest Linnds went by;
And weave of sll, as wildest fancy bia,
A vrown of mingled soug aud bioom for thes

Thellmesjust quoted are manifestly intended
to recall Keata. But his influence is no less
traceable in the following poem inscribed " To
Judith:"

O har eyes arsambenfine—

Dark and deep aa wells of wine,

While bersmiie is llke the novn,
Bplenderof aday of June,

1t she sorrow—lo | ber face

Teialike afluwery aphos

In bright meadows, ovarlaid

With Light elouds and lolied with shads,
If she laugh—i6is the trill

OF the way ward whippoorwill

Over upland pastures, beard

Eohoed by the mocking kird

I ditn thickets dense with bloom

And blurred eloyings of parfume.

If she sigh—n zeplyr awells

Over vdurncs asphodels

And wan [Hles 1o lush plots

Of moowdrowned forgei-mmenots.
Then, the soult touch of her band—
Takes all breath to enderstand

What te liken it shareto!— .
Never rosaloal rinsed with dew

Might slip soother-sunve than alips
Her alow palm, the whils ber lips
Kwoon through mime, with kiss on kiss
sweet asbeated hoooy ls,

From the next excerpt It {s evident that the
suthor has lingered fondly over both Keats
and Tennyson, but echoes of them are blended
in s endence of his own:

The touclies of her bands are like the fall

Of velvat snowdakes; like the touch of dewn

The peach just brustes ‘Keinst the gerden wall;

The dossy fondlings of the thistle wisp

Caughit in the erinkis of & leal of brown

The blighting frost bath turned from gréen to crisp

Boft as the failing ef the dusk at night,
The touches of ber hands and ths delight—
The teuches of ner hands |

Tle touehes of hear handa are like the dew
That falls 8o softly aown no one ¢'er Knew
The toueh tharecl savas lovers ke to one
Astray o lights whers ranged Endymion

O rarely soft, the touches of Ber hands,

As drowsy sephyrs in enchaoted nnde

Or pulss of dying fay, or falry sighs;

Or—in between the midnight sud the dawn,
When long unrest and fears and (ears Sre goie—
Eleop, smooibing down the lids of weasy eyea

(TN
We have sald that readecs ol our suthor's

dialect poetry lustinotively think of him ia
conpection with Durns There is probably ne

We must find rpom for ope more oxtract
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comparison that d be &0 welcome to Mr

Riley himaell. We have found in thess volumes
saveral posms written in Lowland Bootsb, and
ons peculiarly efteotivs (llustration eof the
idiom Inseribed * To Robert Burss." From
this wa ellp the followlog:
Bwaat ainger, 1hat [ los the malst
OLony, sin’ wi' sager baste
1smackol bairn lips owar the taste
O hinnled sang,
1 hall thee, though & blassed ghalst
In heaven lang !

Far, weel 1| ken, nas cantis phrase,

Nar eourily airs, nor Isirdly ways,

Could gar ma freer blame, or prales,
Or proffer hand,

Whers * Rantin' Robble " and his lays
Thegithor stand.

And man thens hamely linen 1 send,
W' Jingiin' words at {iks end.
Tn echo of the sangs that wend
Fras thes Lo me
Like simmer brooks. wi' mony & band
O wimplin® gles,

That our author Is in desper sympathy with
Burns than with Keats or Tennyson. or with
any of tho posts who rove wistiully over classio
arounda, 1s plain from some lines to 'an:

The pires of Pau! Not 1dlar now are they
Than whan their cupning fashionar first blaw
The pith of musie from them: Vet for you
And me their notes are blown In MARY & way
Lowt in one marmurings for that old day

That fared so weli withoat us. Waken te
The pipings Liare &y hand: The elear halioo
Of tinant volces, and the roundelay

The watera warble in the salitude

Of blooming thickets, whers the robin's bresal
Sends up such scatasy o'ar dale and dell
HKach tres tap answers, 1111 in 81l the wood
Thern lingers not one squireel in his neat
Whetting his bunger ot an ewpiy sheil,

§o. too, although our author approcliates the
exotio oulture of Longfellow, he Is drawn to
him most strongly by their common power of
awakening the gentler emotions, the affeo-
tions, and espacially the love of children. Mr
Riley says of Longlellow:

Awaka, be loved thair volces,
And wove them into hisrbyme;

And the music of their inughter

» Was with him all the time.

Though he knaw the tongues of nations,
And their meanings all wars dear,

The prattie and lep of a little chiid
Was the awagiest for him to hear.

That from this point of view the sympathy
hetween our author and Longfellow is pro-
found. tho following poem. ealled * The Lost
Kiss," will testily:

T put by the hall-written poem,

While the pen, Idiy tralled In my hand,
Writes on, “*Hag I words to complels |,
Who'd read It or who'd understand "

Bat the lttle bare feet on the stairway,
And the faint, smothered Inugh in the ball,
And tbe ecrie-tow Lsp on the silence,

Cry up to me over It all.

Fo. 1 gatlier |t up—whera was broken

The trar-faded thresd of my theme,
Telling how, as one night 1 sat writing,

A falry broks in on my dream— .
A little inquisitive fairy—

My owh little girl, with the gold

0f the sun in her halr, and the dewy

Blie eyes of tha falries of old,

‘Teras the dear (ittle g.rl that | senlded—
“For was it a moment like this™

1sald, " whon she knew | was busy .
To come romping in for a Kisa *—

Uome rawdying up from ber mother,

And elamoring there at miy knss

For 'Ona *ittle kiss for my doliy,

And one ‘ittle urser for me ' "

God pity the heart that repelled her,

And the eold hand that turned her away.

And take, from the lips that denled her,
Thisapsworleas prayer of today ©

Taks, Lord, from my mem'ry forever

That pitifol sob of deapair,

And the patter and trip of the littls bare leat,
And the one piercing ory on the stair!

1 put by the half-written poem,

While the pen, idly tralled in my hand,
Writes on,  Had [ words to complats it
Wh'd reaa it, or who'd uoderstand

But the little bare fest om the siairway,
And the faint, smothersd Isugh b the hall,
And tlie esrie-low linp on the nilence,

Cry up to me overit all

Here, again, are some lines pervaded with
the pensive, hauntiog charm of Longfellow's
meditative verse:

O In the deptos of midnight
What faocies hannt the braim!
When even the aigh of the slesper

founds |{ke & sob of pain

A sense of awe and of wonder
I may noever weoll define—

For the thoaghts that como in the shadows
Kever coma in the ahine

The old clock down o tha parler
Like s aleapless mounrner grisves,

And the seconds drip In the silence
As the rain drips from the eaves

And 1 think of the hands that signal
The hours there in the gicom,

And wonder what angel watchers
Walt in the darkencd room.,

And 1 thiok of the amiling faces
‘That used to watch and walt,

Till the click ef the clock was anawered
By tbe click of the opening gate,

They are not thers now in the evaning—
Morning or nooh~not there;

Yot | know that they keap thair wiglh
And wait for me Somewhaere.

Wae add a bit of translation as eplgrammautie
and as pregoant as almost any of thoss that
Longlellow mada:

A troth, and a grief, and & blassing
IHagulsed them aud came th

And one was a promise, and one was & doublL
And ope was a rainy day.

And they met betimaes with this maldes—
And the promisa It apake and lied,

And the Jdonbt it gibbered and hugged itsslf,
Andthe rainy day—she died

w,

Wa have referred tothe bLreadth and depth
of Mr. Rlley's sympathies. The writings ot
Tolstol are not more full ol nrools of A capacity
todetoct the beautiful and noble in the homely
and eommonplace. Hecan feol. too, and muke
us feel for the outcast as well as for the lowly.
The subjoined varses might serve by way of
prelude to Hood's " Bridge of Sighs:"

1.
Btrapge dreams of what | used 1o ba
And what [ dreamed I would be, swin
Befors my vislon, faint and dim
As misty digtances waase .
In pletured scanes of falry-lands;
And sver on. with empty hands,
And syes that sver lloto ms,
And smiles that no one understands,
1 grope adown my destiny,

IL
Some say 1T waver when I walk
Alppg the crowded thoroaghlfares,
And soms leer in my syes, and talk
Of dulness, whon I ses In thelrs—
Like Rablies’ eyen, alive or dead—
Bat surfaces of vacancy—
Blank alsks that pever seam to see,
Butglist and glow aod giare instesd.

L

The ragged shawl | wear (s wet

With draving, dripping rains, and yet

It penine & roysl ralmeni, where,
Through twisied torrents of my hair,

1 see rare gems that gleam sod shive
Like jewels lu & siream of wine;

The gaping sboes that clothe my feel
Are golden sandals, and theshrine
Where conrtiers grovel and repast
Vain prayers, snd where Lo joy thereat,
A fair prince dofta hils plomied hat,

Aud kne and names me all things pwesl

.

Bomellmes the sun shines, sad the lull
Of winter nops i Lke & lune
Thestars wight twinkls 1o the moon
U night were whits and besutiful—
Yor whan tus clangor of the town,
And sirife of traMo softeus down,
Thoe wakelnl hunger that | nurss,
in Ustening, forgels 1o curse.
Untit—ah. joy! with dreopiag head
I drewse. sud drsam that [ sm dead
And buried safle beyond thelr eyee
Whio elther pily or desplee.

We bhave seen that not even Lonafellow sure
passes the author of these volumes in the ten-
der comprehension of & ehild's wistiul heart.

g

He that can sing so touchiagly of childhood
should understand motherbood as wall

one has moro reverently deploted the self-
l:muo:;ﬂu of maternity, asthe following lnes
shov:

Belog his mother, whan he goas away
1 would not hold bim everiong. and so
Bometimts my yielding sight of him grows, O
Bo quick of tears, 1 Joy hie did not atay
Fo eateh the faintest rumor of them! Nay,
Leava always his eyes cloar and g althoagh
Mine own, denr Lord, do 01l to overfew;
Lot his remembered Teatures, as 1 pray.
Bmitle aver on me! Ah! what stress of love
Thou givest e to goned with Thes thinwise:
1ta tullest apsnch aver to be denled
Mine own—baing bisa mother! All tharsof
Thou knowest only, looking from the skiss
An whed not Christ alume was croci0sd

Wo have lately seon In our courts a mamor.
able example of the despsration with which a
mother will defond har ehild, even agalnat the
arm of justies, 11 My, Hiley had witnessed a
counterpari of this ease, ho could not have
moro foreibly portiayed the mother's attitude
from her oawn point of vlew than ho has done
In the vorees lollowing:

Dead’ my wayward hoy-—-my own—
Kot the law's | but mine—1he good

God's fres gift 1o me alons,
Eanctifed by motherbood.

“Rad" youn say: Well, who la not ?
“ frutal "= with s heart of stone "=
Audt “rag-hianded, AN ! the hot
Biood upon yoor own |

1eome not, with downward ayes,
Ta plead for hin shamediy—
God d1d not apologize
When He gave the boy to ma

Fimplyr. 1 make ready now
For His verdict. —You prepare—
You bave killed ua both-and how
Wil you face us thers !

V.

It Is not to bo imnginod becauss Mr. Riley is,
upon the whole, like Longlellow, n poet rather
of the affections than of the passions, that he
Ie, like Looglellow, Ineapable of dellpeating
theardor and Intensity of sexual love, Here,
for instance, Is a tragleal pleture, by the alde
of which the sorrows o! “‘Marlana In the
Moated Grange'' secm trivial and palo;

A woman's ignra, on a ground of night

Inisid with sallow stars that dimly stare

Down !n the lonesome eyen uplified thare

Anin vague hope some alion Ianca of light

ren their woe. The temrs that blind her

ler bands toas back through torrents of har bair
And grip tuward tiod with anguish infinite,

And O, the varven wonth, with all i1ta greas
Intenaity of longiog frocen fast

Insnch a smile as well may deslgnals

The slowly murdersd beart tLAL, Lo the last,
Coneeals each nawer wound, and back at Fate
Turobs Lova's eternal lte—""Lo, I can wait ™

In apother sonnot we obtaln a glimpse of
what It Is the fashion to eall light love, and
whieh, at all event, [l not light. {s brief :

Lat us forgat. What matters it that we

Onco relgned o'er happy reaims of leng ago,

And taiked of love, and lak our voices low,

And roled for some brief senstons rayally ¢

What If we sung, or laughed, or wep!, maybe!

It has avalled nol anything. and ao

Lot it go Dy that we may better know

How poor a thing (s lost 1o you and tne

But yesterday | kissed your lips, and yet

Did torlll you not enough to shake the daw

From your drenched lids—and missed, with no regret,
Your kiss shot back, with sharp breaths falling you:
And s, to-day, while our worn eyes are wek

With all this waste o tears, let us forget !

Boldom., however, aro wo reminded of thas
gusta of lawless passion in these volumas. It
Is true love, ths love thatdies not, the love that
ean vanguish death, of wliloh the author sings
with recurrent and contagious fervor. What
could be more genulne than this?

L
Hanaha forgotten® On tnis very May
We were lu tnesl bere, with the birds and bees,
An o0 teat Babbath undernealh the trees
We strayed among the tomba. and atripped away
The vines from these n:d granites, €oid and gray—
And yet, indesd, not grim enough wers they
To stay our Kluses, smiles, and ecstasing,
Or cloaer, Yolte-lost vows and raapsodies.
Hias atie forgotien—that the May has won
Tta promise '—that the birdwongs from the tree
Are sprayed above the grasses as the aun
Might jar the darsling dew down showeriogly t
Has she forgotien life—love—every one—
Has abe forgotten me—forgotten me!

I
Low, low down in the violets I press
My lips amd whisper to her. Doessbe b
And yet hold silence, though 1 eall bar dear,
Jost as of pld, save for the tearfulness
Of the clenched eyrs and the soul's vast distress?
Han she fargotten thus the o!d caress
That made our broath a quickened atmosphers
That falled nigs unto swoonlog with the sbeer
Delight t Mine arms ¢luteh now this sarthen heap
Sodden with tears that fiaw an ceanslogsly
AR nutumnp rains the long, long. long nighis weep
In memory of days that used to be—
Han ahe forgoiten these * Andd in her sleep,
Has alie furgotten me—forgotien me !

1L
Te-nigh!, against my pitiow, with stiut eyes,
Tuwican to weld our faces—through the dease,
Incalcuiable darkness make protenve
Tnat she hias risen from her revering
To mate Ler dreamn with mine in marriages
Of mellow palme, smonth faces, snd tenss eans
Of svery langing nerve of indolence—
Lift from the grave her quiet lips, and stun
My wense with her sweot kKisses—irawl the glea
Ot har glad maath, full blithe and tenderly,
Aaross mine nwn, forgetful If is done
Theald love's awful dswn-limes when sald we,
“To-day isours ™" * = = Ah, heaven! can it be
BLs has forgotien me—torgoiten met

We must give place to one other short poem
on the same theme:
Tsoloied onre, when Desth came by T hid
Away my face,
Andall my swestheart's treases she undid
Tomake my biding piace,

The dread shade passad me thus unbesding; and
1 tarned me then

Yo calm my Inve—kise down her shislding band
And comfors her again.

Andlo! she answered not: and she did sl
All nxedly,

With ber fair face and the aweet rmile of Ik,
lulove with Death, uot me,

v

Wao believe that a poot, and, for that matter,
a pross writer also, should be judged by the
best. and not by the least worthy of his pro-
ductions. It might not be diMcult for an un-
sympathetlo eye to cull from thease seven vol-
umes compositions much balow the leval of
the strong work here exemplifled. But those
whose pulses have been stirred and whose
eyes have been suffused by this veritable mas-
ter of pathos have no heart for faultfinding.
Admit that once In a great while. even whea
the author (s writing normal English, a word
recelves a meaning or a regimen which it
would be bhard to justify by dictionary or
grammar;: admit that the rulos of prosody are
oceasionally wiolated, as, for Instance, by
placiog n épondes oreven o troches in the
second fool of sn lamble line. These are errors
o form, and let them be dwelt upon by those
for whom form (s of superiutive Importance.
But if poetry have any profound and ablding
roason for its existence, If it have in this world
o wiselon second to that of religion only, let
us not scan too eurlously the processes by
whieh the heart [s touched. What matters the
process so the end (s reached. James Whit-
conb Riley has reached it. The faot {s recog-
pizod by all his readurs, no matter how high
or how loadenuate msy have boen thelr edu.
cation,

It might hava bpen predicted that a sloger
80 seusitive to all the deapest feelings of his
oountrymen would not fall to strike with en.
ergy the chord of patriotic sentiment, There
are in these volumes many poems suggested
by the war for the Union and by the resultant
intensification of the senss of natlonality.
One of these, " The Drum." 18 not only rese.
nant with martial emotion. but, consldered as
AD attempt to reproduce the efect of Instru.
menial soupds by words, will recall * Tha
Bells" of Edgar A Fos. We subjloln some
staneas:

O ihe drym !
Thare s soe
Intonation u thy

grim
Momotony of miteranes (sl strikes he spisis dumty . §

’

AB we haar

Throngh the elear

And nnslonded atmasphers,

Thy palpitaring syllables roll in apon the sas!

Thare's & park

Of the art

Of thy mavie-thrabbing henrt

ThAL thrille & something in ne that Awakens with &
atart,

And in rhyms

With the chime

And axnctitods of time,

Goes marching on te glory (e thy meiody sublime,

And ths guest

OF the breast

That thy rolilng robe of rest

T & patriotte apirit ae & Continantal dremsed ;

And be lonma

From the giooms

Of & oentury of tombs,

And the blood he spiiisd at Lexingien tn Uying beauty
blooms.

Aod hineyes

Wear the gnise

0OF & parposs pure and wise,

As the love of them In UIfted 18 & Bomsthing o the skles

That in bright

Rad anit white

With ablar of starey NHght,

Anlt Inughs I sllken ripplen to the bresees day and
night,

Thart are dasp

Hushes crenp

O'er Lhe pulses as thay leap,

As thy tumelt, faloter growiry, om the silenes falls
aslesp,

While the prayer

Rines thare

With the sea and earth and alr

Asaberitagato Presdom's sons and daughters svary-
whare.

Wosald at the outset that, so far as the pres-
ent notleo Is concerned. we should only quote
ona of Mr, Blley's humorous poems in the
Hoosler dinleet. The exception is the follow-
fng: the poem Is ealled " Decoration Day'':

et IU'sa Bond'y-day, to ma,

It 'pears like—more'n any day | nearly sver nee!

¥it, with the Btars and Stripss above, a-fintterin' in
tha atr,

On ev'ry soldler's grave, I'd love to lay & lily thare,

Thay sy, though, Dacoratinn Days [s glnerly ohaerved

‘Most ev'rywharas—espeihally by soldier-bore that's
served —

Bat me and motlier's naver want—wa seldom e
AWAY —

In pint u'fact, wa're alins heme on Decoration Day.

They say the old boys marches throngh the strests in
colum’s grand,

A-follerin® the old wartunes ther'r playin' on the
band—

And citizans all Jinin’ in—=and little ehildren. too—

All maremn’, under shaltsrof the old Red, White, apd
Mues.

With roses’ rosrs’ roses’=nav'rybody in the town'—

And crowds o ihitle gitls in white, Jeat falily loaded
Hown’—

G don't the hags knaw I, from therr camp acrost
the bill?—=

Don’t they sen theyr com'ards comin’ and the old flag
wavin' stali ?

Oh' ran't they hear the bugul amd the rattieof the

drum !

Aln't they no way under heavenathey ean riekolloct us
some !

Ain't they 00 way wecan coax ‘em, through the rosen,
Jeattoeay

They know that ev'ry day on earth ‘s theyr Decoration
Limy

We've tried that—me anl! mothar—whars Eilas iakes
his reat,

Intheorchurd, in his aniform, snd hands sccost his
brast,

And the Oag be dled fer. smilin' snd a-ripplin’ in the
breere

Above his grave and over that, the robin in tha trees!

And ritite lonesome, lonesome! It's & Surd'y-day, l..

o,

It *pears-like—more'n any day I neacly ever see!

BUiIL with the SBtars and Biripes above. a-fNulterin’ In
the air,

On ev'ry soldler’s grave I'd love ta lay a lily thare,

Dy the side of this proof that dialoct is equal
todepletingthenohlest gaerificen nnd thedeap-
est sorrows, we set another Nine eximple of
patriotic song, with which for the moment
wo must tuke leave of Mr, Riley:

A monument for the anldiors!
Aod what will ye build j§ or *
Can yabulld it of marbie, or brass, or Lrenze,
Outinstine the soldiers’ love *
Can yo glorify It with legends
As grand as thelg blood hath writ
¥rom the inmost shrine of this innd of thine
To the outermont verge of 1 ?

-

And the sngwer eame: Wa wou!d build s
Out of our hopes made sure,

And out of our pursst prayers and tears,
And nat of vur faith sacore;

We would bolld 1t oat of the grest white truths
Their death hath sanctified,

And the sculptured forme of the men in arms,
And their facts ere tney disd.

And what herole igures
'an the saulptar carve in stape

'an the marbls breast be inade to Lleed,
And the marbla lips to moan *

Can the marble brow be terored !
And the marble eyes bin graved

To look thelr Inst, as the fiag roa’s pasy,
Un the country they bave saved !

And the ampwer asrua: The figures
Hhatl all be fair and brave,

Atd, as beftting, as pure and white
Ax the siars above thelr grave |

The marble lips, and breast and brow
Whaereon the inrel llow,

Bequeath up right to guard the fight
OFf the old tiag in the skies!

A monument for the soldlera!
Huilt of & people’s love,

And blazoned and decked and panoplisd
With the hearts yve bulld [t of!

And seo that ye build it siataly,
In pillar and niche And gate,

And high in pose as the souls of those

It would commetmorats ! MW, H

EHer New SHide-Battoalng Gown,
From fonshos's Nopasine,

b et i o .

SOME FPOENMS WORTHE READING

Meontana,
On & bigh slops of 1hosa stapendons moantalne
Where tha winds sing throngh grar primeval (roen,
Woers apring Col o nnd Ml 1'a fonnia e
That thunder dpwn te widely nundered sens;

The tumbled earth 1les fallow hers as aver
Dutanrend befors Lhe first man's troohled gars;

The elk and Aeer tracks as thay seek thair cover
Alsne mark tralls amid tha forest's mars

The roake are piled up an the giaciar loft them,

O whare the earihguake scaltered | Heom aroand;
nds bave felled them,
And ret amid the leaves that strew Lhs ground.

Unnumbersd generailons of the races

Whone footateps wanderad through the wiid ravine,
Like anows have maited, barely lsaving (races

Toway that hers thelr propies ence had been

In foreat Aislan ons hears & requiem sighing,
Tt may Ues for the apirits that are sped;
Forancient bones that in their shade are lying,
Bul calrn or menumen: gusrds no: e dead,

The skies abovs for them may pour liballohe
Tha while they mounlder in deseried graves,

Hotfitthe recks the noul in its migrations;
Time mipgles all In 1ts saccesding waven

Hed feom the amoky enlt the round moan lnsune;
Wide o'er the nigut hier beaniy treanes flow,

Astintiog earih with their traosiucent bivauon,
Through which the stars with fadine Ares do glow,

There drowsy night deep In the gulches Iying
Hears morn's solt breathing |4 the woodland slng;
Then like & thonght throagh air's expanses fying
Hendadown the tree tops wilh his tannlng wing,

While rosy dawn ts despening In the heaven,
The beartatirs poftly with & vague deslire;
Batswestar thouynt shail jte smations leaven,
Qi ere tho han ha'h topped the Lily with fire,
Hurewa, Feb 17, Joodo MacDosarm,
The Laborer.
Foaom the Watmintir &aaets.

t
For s Hereules in hin fighting lre, thera ln never the
glory that tollows,
When ashen he liea, and the poats arlés tosing the
work be has dogsie,
Batte visions miive under shallows of sight, lo, the
laborer's crown In Apolio s,
White siands e, yet in bis grime and aweat, to
wreslie for tralts of the dun.

th
Canan ensmy wither hischeer? Nel you, ye falr yel
inw Rowering lndics,
Who Joln with your lords to |arthe ehords of & bosom
heraic, sl elig,
‘Tis the faltering friend. an inanlmate land, may drag
A grent saul to their Hindes
And giunn him far frowm a beam of star 11l be Lisars
tue deep bay of the Log.

e,
Apparition s thera of A monater task, In a pallcy earv-
m‘ut fastilans;
The winniugar cousas thau the rule of torce, and tha
lnr&unmnd o runio &etream;
He woul nd tough oak, e woud stifen the reed,
point Reasni tuo swalinw the passione.
Bid Britons awake Lwo steps lu tane whers ons s s
trouble extireme!

v,
Notihe leas Is he nerved with the Lahorer's resoluts
hops: Lhatl by lim shall bs written,
To bonor his race, this desd of grace, for the weak
rom | tronr made jusi:
That her sons over asns In & rally of pralee nay baho!d
A urlfchﬂ ntlzlcaharlluln. 4 P
shine with the light of the doiog of right; at the
gates of the Future in trust.

Gronge Mzzepive.

The Good Time Coming.,
Frowa ihe deen

Coma hither, 'ada. and hearken
¥or m1ale thero is Lo loll
Of the wonderfu! days a anming,
When all sthinil ba hatter than wall.
And Lhe taie shali be tod nf & country,
Aland in 1he midet of & sta.

lothe day that's gultig to be

Thers more than one in A thousand
Of the days that Ars pal (0 comia
Bhail nave neme hope of Lhe murrow,
Bom~ joy of the Ancisnt hotne,

Yor then, langh not, hut lsten

To thltnunn tale of mine:

All Tolk thal are In England

ahall be bet ndgad than awine,

Then s man shall work and hethink him,
And rejoies iu the desds af hin hand,

Nor ol eoms honis in the aven

Too fvint and weary 1o stand.

Men in that time = comenge

Bha'l work and have no fear

For tn-morrow’s lack of earning

And the bunger-wu. f anenr,

1tell you thisfor A wonder,
Thal po man then shall b
OF biw lallow's fail nud m P
Tosaatch at the work Ls lisd.

Fur that which the workerwinneth
Kaall then be Lis indeed,

Nur abali bnif be reaped for nothing
By bim that sowed 1o seed.

figirange. naw, woodarful justice’
Bat for whom shail we gather the gain 1
¥or o And gaoh of nur felluwe,
And no 1 shail laber In vain,
Then a'l Mine and mil Thine shiall be Ours,”
And no more shail any man crave
For ricties that serve for nothing
Mut to fetter a friend for a slave,
Wirttiaw Momae

The Kissing Giris of Callfornin,
From the Sum Franeiser Neves Letter,
The Oaxiand eirl r.ll:'r ride of the Siats,
In her nllu'luf oulful way,
Ausorbe it all with & yearoing yearn,
Asbigas utlon of hay,

The 'Frisco girl hows her atataly hond,
And she fixes har atylish lips

In & nrm, hard wn{.nml lets them go
In spaamodic lcfle snips,

The Berkeley girl remaveth her u
And freensth har face with & smile;

Then sticks 0.t her Lips 11ke An open book,
Aud coeweth lier gutu wmeanwhile,

Tha Alaméda girl sayanever a word,
And you'n think she wai rggber tams ;
Witp her praotical view ® matisr in hand;
But sbe gets there just the same
UL an h If,
Y takas nil her bat
ina {rl;ulo ed way,
Ll

The fan Joad
As

The Racramento girl, so gentle and s waat,
J#ta her lips mett the coming Kise

With rapturons warmth; and the youthfu! souls
Filoat uway on & ses of biiss,

The Petaluma girl, a ereature divine,
Whether wife or widow or imnfles,

Looks inte your eyes with starlit orba,
And pots ner whols soul in her kive

The Fresvo girl will at firat refas
Just to have you inslet and pl i

But when she finaiiy gives her consent,
Uer kinn, You'li cunfess, takes the leald,

Mills College giris closr thair dreamy syes,
Warnanvited to oscaiate;

“And let the vandal stenl the Kiss,
Though they really find it first rate.

The Eapta Cruz girl nollhn‘{ sighs nor plues,

Noracisin s manner tude,

Buat she gnes about kissing (i a Lbusiness liks way
That ontohes the average dude,

‘A New Argument Agalnst Corsets,
From the Timae Democrad

This
Is the
shape of
A woman's waist,
nn which & corset Light
is iaved. Tueribe, deformed
by beigg aqueered. pracs
oo the longe, tiithey're
diseatad, The hirari
is ismined and
cannot pump,
the liver
s &
id e
pld tump;

Ihe atumach,
erashed, cannot
Aiges'; and in s moss
are all enmpressed.  There-
fure. Lhin siily woman grows tn

A llxrl'u ui ol
Bit thinks she has &

lareiy
shape, though  hiden
a3 A crippisd  ape
This is
A wolnan'
. nalural wa

which corset n

yat disgraced. Io 113
h'n uhl.nra ulh‘.n.ish. u::ll“
" llull :’l’hl‘u :’ w lll"‘I
irus, and !I'Mliﬂf

forever naw

Frow the New Vs Laiye.
'lﬂ.n ,:u!n..uu

ur je laen;
Mo yanis --t‘.'fm':.:..
ler Quwre Lo grace:
Bul the bride was ot slnply

afully d
flll“.ll!'l.ldll'::ulnr
Pred lnn ?h.t: "'5'-'%‘.“.'.23’3 wy slds
[} i At Dehe i & miore heautiful bride

lwl need mention

e :«l". .rmuln..
lu‘}. my slisgilon

(Y1)

xed an |
Whose tace sors

own lopk & i
‘ene we repteinber with prids,
Idegroom aud | was the brids.

Eleonors Duse,
Madonna of ths despest saurce of teare,
The charm is thine, e'en ln thy mirth doth dwell
Boms luspiration frow that bre well,
Whera only in refiecilon joy sppears
Thine ayes ars ks swo lustrous midnl
Apd in them all the slorms of passion &
Until, obedien! 1o sows sadden spall,
Love's siar gisams sofily, and all beaven clsara
Aclress. snchaniress, or whate'er theu art,
By what sirsnge power dos! Lhow Upon Lis slage
The oo soul sesm where real emotions rage,
And we bal mimes who coldiy play s pan t
Ouly by thes sach mirncies are don,
Bare Duse, thou whoss hoart and aArt are sas

Mayny Trazasd.

ad, ob ' ‘twas I'
or Fred was the

apheren,
LN

: *'THE SUN, SUNDAY. MARCH 5,_1693."" |

NOYES UN BCIENCE AND II.YDU!“".

An Intereating explanation has been made
to the Dritish Association of Sefones by one of
its members of the Fresnol lens for trana-
mitting light In one benm horizontally, and
now, of the construction of a glass apparatuns,
which, by reverslon, serves ns a diffurer of
light. Experimenta show that the amount of
light absorbed by ribbod glass is ten por cunt.,

and by oloar glass cight por cent - that ix, only
two per cent. diffarence in the obstruetion of
light between a donbdp-thick German clone

nd a fine-cibbed plate of the same thickness,

vow, throngh g!nr rlun. no diffusion in ob-
talned—tho llaht falla directly oo the fAeor,
and the clear sunlieght falls upon the

loomm or framen In & fuetory, making dark
phadows, while with the ribbed glass a difl-
slon Ia mesured without n giare, no window
shides belng neadod, and thoers are no dnrk
shadows, Thus, In the practical use of Hght
there s obtained n vast deal moro from rivhod
aiass withoat window shiades thinp is pnuih?
from elear glass with tho window shades whiech
ro roquireil on the suuth side. This prineip)
flnl Just been applisd, (6 fseme, 10 ) conlen
glaws for placing under the are light. thus
doing awny wi hg‘aro and shadow. The dig=
winlon of light through the ribbed ?IIIIIA‘
'ound to he, relatively, 10 por eent, in horls
zontul plauos to O per cent. in plain glass.

The Introduction of anothor coment is mens
tionad, of apecially valuable proporties foe
stoam pipes, In Nlling up smull loaks, such on
& blow hote in a casting, without the necoasity
of removing the Injurod plees, The centent in
questlon ls composed of Mve pounds DPuris
white, Nve pounds yollow oehre, ten pounds
litharge, five pounids red iesad, and lour pounds
bk calte muugdnese, these varions mater]-
olng mixed with great thorouzhioss, s
1 guantity of ustestus and Lollod oll Lsing
afterwnrd wdded, The composition ns thus
prepared will sot hard In feam two to ve hours,
wnd possessen the i vAntsgo of not Leing sub-
joot to oxpupslon and contrnetion to sich in
extont an to causn lonknco afterward: sand ite
etNeloney In places dimicult of wecess s of
speclal importance.

The segmental wiro gun s the latest novels
ty in the line of artillery science, the constriee
tion presenting tho striking featurn of the
substitution tor tho usunl solid tube in high-
powercannon of anumber ui longitudinal steel
segmonis, around thess being wound strips
of metal lnvers of square stesl wire sulyectod
to a conatant tension of 130,000 pounds to the
square Ineh, and which, so held togother and
covered with an exturanl jnekot ot wtoel, form
the tube uf tho gun.  “The elalm mida for this

wthod I8 that th nner core of the gun il
ows of & higher physical condition and
tegree ol epecial slasticity han it is possld
ble to produce inthe lirger masses of netal
horetofore ured. In the bresch Liluek ol this
gun a continuvus thrond s ised, pnid, whon
the Hlock im thrown wvpen fok charging
Inteh Joeks i, so that It eannot bo turnet unti
It entars the breceh  ‘Ulils Insures proper
contring of tho thireads undoc ail cireams
stuncor, atal o conse pnont madmuong of wexr,
Atthe Lreoch of the wun the steel segnients
are covered Ly more than thirty layers of the
Aquare wice, the number eivasing 0% the
muzxle i2_teachon, Fneoedinaey cliarge will
genarate HUODD poumds’ prossu; o, s GO
pounds per squars inch can be renched with
entire safety.

Double-tube iniastors of an lmprovad syatam
aro coming Inle favor, the new construction
belog such, it is stated. thiat the devico works
to the sameo advantage and fulflls the same
duly under all elrcumstancaes with highor low
pressure steam, hot or eold water, water under
pressure or suctlon. The Instiumoent is a come
bination of two steam jel mechanisms, the flrst
one praportioned for Hiting an ! dalivering the
water under gomo presaure Into tne seconid
one, where its veloelty |s sulllelently nugaient=
ed to overcome the counter pressure in (ha
bollar. The explanation of the proper
working of the injector, at thy Inwest us
wall aus thio highest steam pressuros. with-
out any adynstment of purts, i< Tound iuthe
faet thut the auantlty of water thken i by the
first npparatus and delivered to the second
one Is in proportion to the pressurs of the
stoam. so that the Nrat one acts ns uw governor
for the second ons, The explanation of the
feading of kot ns well as cold wiater i found in
the econstruction and proportion of the Arst
apparatus, which has a relatlvely emall steam
nozzle to insure high suction: and, asn the
water is dollversd to the gecond ones under

rossure, its tomperstire can bes corresponis

ng to this preasure, and mny be delivers ! inte
tho boiler above the holling point.

The pecullar properties of pura amorphous
boron have been Investigated by M. Molesan,
who describes it as a chostout brown powder,
ecapable of being moulded under pressuro, and
having a density of 2.405; It Is infusible even
at the high temporature of the electric are
but, heated lo airto a temperature of some 700*
Cent., it inflames and forms Lorle anhiydrides
when a small quantity |5 strongly heated In &
test tuhn and thrown into the mir it burst
into brilllant sparks; hested in o current o
oxygen the powder buros with s duzzhing Bnme
ol agresninh tint and the lizhtis very dellelent
in nsetinie powsr—thut is, in tho chemically
active rays. Thu powder reacts with sulphur
ut n temparature of VIO’ Cent., producing u
brilllant Incandescenco, and the sulnhide of
boron. seleninm,. bromine, wnd other bodies
nlso combine with it, but tellirinm, lodips, kol
others do not sesm to react with it; again the
alkaline metils do not eomblne with {1, bhut i
is otherwise the cnse with maguesivm, irou.
sluminum, silver. and platinuui.  Acids resct
energetically with tha powder. and metaliio
oxlides are more readily reduced by It thun by
carbon; when, for cxnmple, o mixture of eop=
per oxide and the powder 1= hented In o tost
tube, tho glues is fused by the heat of redumion.
A violent delonatlon is producsd by rubblog
uxlde of lead in n mortar with it,

That vast and Important publie work, the
Blberian Itallway, I8 now in process ol cone
structlion—the Daikal line, as it is tormed, Le-
ing the commencoment. It sturts frum the
flourishing town o! Tomsk, sltun‘ed oo the
pavigalle river Ob, precesling from here to
the Uovernment town of Tubolak, thence to
Krassnoarsk, and fvom heronppronehing the

Chinese (rontior to the left of tho forost
mountnins ol higan,  which wre wO
rieh in gold and  wiher meinls:  next
it touches nt Holagansk, then it pros

aends to the pros; erous town of Trkatsk, and
tnits fuither courss will connoet with i great
muovother husinoss localities and rivers. The
undertaiog though remnrkable v its ahnrae-
ter, preents, weeording to the Bussinn ongls
neers, absolutely no diflenlties, ps tusre nre
no swamps of importanow, and tho rivors
whieh have to bo heldged over nre Lut fow in
number, The cost ol construction, ut n woid-
erato enleulution, is placed at SH,U00 roubles
por verst,

Buccessful application appears (o hinve Leen
madein soms of the Penpsylvania mills of jois
designed with a special view to overvoming
the smoke nuleance. In ono ense the difi-
culty is met by a jut womewnat of the Hiunsen
burner type, satlslnctorily operating on two
battories of flue bollers—the jot | oing placed
sbove tho fire doars and imrmedintely

the bollers~and, though the fue!
almost no smoko 15 visivlns

firing. Inunother s, st fa differ-
ent, hut effective, design o ‘o upphivd
to puddling and leating fornuvees. In these

tho ash plt is mado tishe 1 i nnd alr ens
ter Lolow the grates, the furneces ing wlso of
the usual type, except that sposinl openings
IA'u madoe for alr above the e and through
I
Bt

tho bridge wail, and, whon the tire doors nes
closed no black smoke is vislile while the
A etm uro in t-Lurr.ttma:. Lhe SIOKo e
ars Abovo the stnek woenever the (ire doop
a opened, but dispppears immediately nn
closing the door.  Each puddling furaxes hns
two jels of stenm, nuid cach hvating !llrhuu.

five jets, all ancut ane-teuth of an inch |
diameter. With 1his arrangement nut eon
can be used In the heating faraaces and slnck

d
in the puddling furnnees, inslend of ns for-
merly. Lun.m in toth=the guantity of fuol roe
uu!u& elug also much less

The new systou of refrigerntion by meang
of oarbonle aeld gas seems likely to come into
quite genera! favor an n subst tute for the
procenses hnretofore resortel to.  Tha np-
paratus, In its improved form, consists ol sn
evaporator, or coils, withio which the Hguefied
carbonle seid is caussd Lo evaporaty, being

olttrt?rd drawn lato s eompressor and talsed
Lo the liquefaction pressure; it then nondensus

into & lauld within the colls of 4 eons
denaer, whoenee It flows into the ovinos
L-lor. aud 0 on Ia w elossd  evele
iguefied carbunle anbydride  evaporatos
under atmospherie pressure al about one
hundred und twenty degrees. ., Lelow
rero.

In the luunhl:in. however, it I8 eviapus
ratedl at ton Joegrees, F., accurding to the tuins
mtlurc It in rr‘l!ull‘ml ta produce, cooling the

ne surrounding the eviporastor colis 19
within a few dogrees of ILssll: the brine thus
cooled elrou'ntes Inthe frn»nluf rouvmis, vhill
I’O?Itll. cold stores, or belweon tha ice moulls
n lco factories. nbstracting also the heat from

the water or goods to Le trogen or chillad The
coal consumption aad the weight of machin:
ory roquired are vastly leas than in auy other

aystam. and, besldes this, the enrhonlo soi
smployed Is unattended with dangon is
podorous, and nop-puisonous

Nicke!l stesl sontaining 25 per ront of nickal
will not rust under any of the conlitions to
whiech it has been subjested in nxperiment,
ﬂmwhﬂl he parcentage ol nickelis cons

1
i L t whea
&“W ndlo::lfu n:;:s:. a Lask
its for shipa' bottomas
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